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"Wake up, idiot." 

Light. So much light. 

| moan and slap a pillow over my sleep-deprived face, my mind recognizing the whiny voice of my best friend. | 
am aware of the danger, but before | can make any move, | receive an elbow in the stomach as he jumps 
against me, making the bed squeak. 


"You dick", | manage to hiss through my gritted teeth. "Who let you in?" 


| yank one of the pillows and hit him lightly. 
"Uhm, some dude with greasy hair, stained shirt, kind of looks like Jesus? 


He tries to grab the pillows from my clenched fists, and then gives up, content just to tickle me to death 
before our wrestle stops. 


"That's my dad, Duff", | say as | check the clock. It is way too late to go to school now. 


A small shock of panic makes me look under the blanket to assure myself | am not completely naked before | 


push the blonde off of me and get out of bed to look around for some clean clothes. 
While l'm happy to find a not so stinky white (or is it grey?) shirt, Duff looks as perfect as usually, no matter 
how hard he partied last night. His hair, shiny and wavy, clothes that hug his body like they're meant for him, 


a well rested face and piercing hazel eyes. 


The unusual silence that fills the smoky room gives me a strange feeling and as | turn around to look at him, 


his grin couldn't be any bigger. 
"What?" | ask confused. 
"You don't even know what a huge day this is for you." 


"| don't?" 


Still sleepy and incredulous of Duff's plans for me, | light myself a joint and pass it to him. Downstairs, the 


sound of an alarm going off is followed by a series of screams from my dad's part. 


‘I've done some research and found out your boyfriend hangs out a lot at one of my favorite pubs", Duff 


smiles, "Is VIP and its glam and exclusive, but | am going to get us in” 
"He's not my boyfriend’, | say slowly. 

"Soon to be. Its only a matter of time” 

"Duff, | really appreciate, but." 


"You're coming with me tonight. Everything's set. | accept having a gay best friend but | won't allow him to be 


a virgin anymore. Its embarrassing." 


Its not going to work Look at me", | say, gesturing at my clothes and hair, insisting on the dark circles 


forming around my eyes. 
"I am looking at you. That's the face of someone in need of a dick" 
"If you're such a good friend, why don't you lend me yours?" | laugh, taking another puff. 


"Don't be twisted. Tonight's the night. VIP club. Shining lights. Lots of booze. Luxury tramps. You. Slash. Two 


more weeks until you're 18, Izzy. Think about it" 


* 


"Ah... Aaaahl..Fuuck.." 


Slash is all full of energy again. He is here, he's horny and he'll get what he wants. All sorts of drugs coursing 
through his body pump him with a strange adrenaline and a need for more. More pills, more cigarettes, more 


booze, just more, excess of everything, especially of Axl's body. 


They've been going on now for so long, the redhead is beginning to ask himself how long can Slash last. 
Although going at a steady rhythm, he speeds up his thrusts abruptly and Axl is taken by surprise, grasping 


at the curly hair while giving a loud sudden moan. 
"What's wrong.." Slash asks devilishly, "you don't like it rough anymore?" 


He slams again and again into the smaller boy's body, holding him down tightly under his own chest, with each 
move atraid that he's going to break his bones but at the same time not caring enough to stop. 


"Fuck... you.. mmm..." Axl manages to whisper in a bitter sweet kind of way, scratching at Slash's body, not 
knowing anymore what to do to stop him just a bit. 


It hurts, of course, like it always does, but soon it will be over. Also, behind all the pain and coldness Slash 
offers him, he cannot deny that, even though he doesn't like to admit it, there is a certain excitement and 


pleasure in every mark he leaves. 


Tugging hard at the dark curls, he pulls Slash's head and crashes their lips together into a hard kiss, making 
him stop for a moment. Their tongues dance together, Slash slowing down his thrusts so much its, in fact, 
even more painful, then bites Axl's lower lip and in almost an instant, turns him over and pushes hard inside of 


him. 


Axl groans, his fists clenched around the bedsheet as he sits in all fours, dark curls falling over his pale back, 


feeling a warm tongue tracing long lines along the back of his neck. 


He sucks on his own lip to find it flowing with blood, once again destroyed by Slash's teeth. A strong hand 
waves around his neck, but not as roughly as it was probably intended to be. 


Another hard bite on his shoulder sends shivers all over his body. Slash starts shivering as well and he doesn't 


know if that means he'll be coming soon or just a late effect of drugs. 


He fucks him hard. Deep. Whispering, from time to time, all of the dirty words Axl's already used to. Just an 
obedient little fuck toy, a useless whore. 


Once again, he shamefully finds himself orgasming to such a cruel way of fucking. Slash takes his hand from 


around Axl's neck and brushes the sweaty red hair out of his way before continuing his exploring licks. 
It doesn't take much and he pulls out, leaving Axl with a feeling of both trembling and emptiness. 
He lays down a bit, watching as Slash dresses himself up without a word. 


"| guess I'll see you around tonight." He finally says before winking and leaving the room with a slam of the 


door. 


* 


The day passes by slowly. | have a few attempts of going out, maybe buying some cigarettes or a few beers, 
but the trouble of getting dressed is too much right now. 


| open up a few drawers, browse through a heap of clothes that has been hidden under the bed ever since | 


can remember, but find nothing good to wear for tonight. 


After two more joints, | give up the search and lazily watch tv for an undefined amount of time, completely 


forgetting my cherry-popping plans for tonight. 

Luckily, | am saved by the munchies. 

Oh, you're still alive." My father notices as | open the refrigerator and stare inside it emotionless. 
"Yeah, how about that." 

"Aren't you going out today?" He grins stupidly. 

"Oh... Fuck it. Yeah." 


‘lm glad. I'm really glad. You should be out there, enjoying life to the fullest. | don't mean to pressure you, but 


when | was your age...” 

"Dad, got anymore cigarettes?" 

"-Yes. Sure, they're on the table. But, listen." 

"Yeah, | know dad. You were quite the Prince Charming." | say, grabbing the whole pack of cigarettes. 


A cheerful "hello" stops my dad from continuing his adolescence hippie stories, Duff storming into our kitchen 


looking even better than ever. 


"Shit, man, What the Christ are you wearing?" He asks, bursting into laughter at the sight of my Christmas- 


themed purple sweater, sprinkled with little snowmen and cute polar bears. 
"Its all | could find" | shrug. 


Duff shakes his head in disappointment. 
"Im actually going to be seen with you today. No little snowmen for you." 
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And so, | entered a magical world that is, Duff's room. He opens up his wardrobe and starts examining clothes, 


making up outfits. Boy.. and | thought | was supposed to be the gay one. 


"Look, you look very serious and professional in what you are doing but aren't we a little late already? | mean, 


aren't the snowmen going to do it?" 
"Is it just me or aren't you trying at all?" 


| sigh and throw my hands up in the air. After all, if | really want Slash so much, then why am | so... lacking 
any motivation? 


"No, Izz. The snowmen won't do it. Slash is.. How do | put this. He's bad, okay? He's a bad boy. Bad boys don't 


fuck snowmen" 
"He isn't technically going to fuck the snowmen.” 
"You need to look like you just had sex. Drugged. On a motorbike. Get the idea?" 


| roll my eyes. He throws some clothes in my arms and | try them on, of course they are a bit too large but 


Duff says its okay anyway. It looks effortless. 

| raise an eyebrow at the boy in the mirror. Black leather pants, a dark blue t-shirt and ripped denim jacket, 
complete with a bunch of chains Duff threw around my neck and wrists. He ruffles my hair and chokes me 
with just a few hairspray tubes. 

Despite my new look, motivation grows smaller and smaller with every step | take to the pub. Just before we 
get at the door after waiting and waiting in the long queue, my palms begin to sweat. Two loud girls with big 
puffy hair basically jump on Duff, happy that he spared them from waiting in the line. Almost completely 
ignored, | try to get into my role. 

Think bad. You're bad. Baaaad. 


No, it isn't working. Suddenly, the girl's chirps stop and Duff tugs on my sleeve. An angry bodyguard measures 
us from head to toe. 


"And just how old are you, kids?" 


The always-spontaneous Duff is now completely silent, and so the muscly bodyguard turns his eyes on me 


again. | throw Duff's a desperate look. 
"Forty." | choke. 
"I'm sorry, what was that?" He practically growls. 


"Hey, buddy" Duff finally decides to speak, "we are friends of Slash's. I'm sure you know him. And I'm sure he's 
already inside.. Well, we are the same age. So, maybe we could go in as well?" 


"Friends of Slash's, you say?" 

| swallow in fear. Duff winks at me, sure of himself, and the girls begin to giggle again. 

The door opens, letting out a wave of hard rock music and red lights. He's not glammed up like Duff always is. 
He's not even trying. Despite the cold weather, a thin white tank top barely covers his upper body, showing 
that caramel painted skin | love so much. No jewelry, no hairspray. Just Slash, his natural curly hair falling on 
his shoulders, biting his full lips because of the cold wind. 

He pats the bodyguard friendly on the shoulder and, after a short talk, smiles at us. 


"Come on in" 


He pats Duff on the shoulder in the same friendly way and smiles at me slightly. My knees get weak and | 
follow them and the two excited girls inside. 


While still on a little hallway that led to the actual dance floor, Duff suddenly reminds himself what we are 
supposed to be here for. He shouts for Slash, who wanted to quickly find his way back to the bar, and 


basically pushes me in front of him. 
"This is Izzy. We've been friends for, like, ten years." Duff shouts over the music. 
"Cool." Slash nods and gives me another smile. 


"The thing is, he's kind of new to this all, nightlife stuff." Duff continues to explain and | throw him a 


questionable look. "| though maybe you could show him around a bit, | have a date or two going on 


They start laughing and Slash gives Duff that same friendly pat on his back. | feel so nervous; I'm on the brink 
of throwing up. Duff's description, although spot-on, wasn't at all favorable to my new bad boy look and the 


friendship between him and Slash made me strangely jealous. 


The tall blonde sends me an encouraging look, almost saying "there, | set everything up for you" and blurs out 


into the crowd to chase down his two girlfriends. 


Slash says something, | can't quite hear it over the music, and walks away to the bar. | don't know if | should 
go with him or not, but he turns around with an annoyed look on his face and grabs my hands, pulling me 
after him through the smoke and lights. 

By the time we get to the bar, | realize I've been holding his hand way too tight and let it go. He seems 
friendly, of course, easy going as always, but something is not working. We sit at the bar and he buys me a 
drink - | take that as a serious sign that our date has begun, but he keeps proving me wrong. 

| cannot help the feeling that he is continuously bored with me, and although | struggle as much as | can, our 
interests don't match, my words don't get to him. | begin to crave for one of Duff's sudden appearances but it 
fails to happen 

"Hey, let's just cut all this talking bullshit.” He smirks. 


| agree, to some level, 


"Duff told me to... ‘show you around’... and that's what I'm going to do." 


Once again he grabs my hand, a quite strange habit of his if you ask me, and drags me to another small 
hallway in the back, where the music isn't as loud. 


He props himself against the wall and smiles, digging for a bag of white powder in the pocket of his jeans. 
| am suddenly aware of the misunderstanding and of what Slash thought Duff was hinting on. 


‘Once you get a taste of this, you'll want more and more. It's not only the drugs. It's the night, the music, the 


power it gives you." 

Taking some of the powder on the tip of his finger, he inhales it and hands me the bag. 

| carefully measure almost half of what he did and try to snort it as well Suddenly, | am aware of what | am 
doing and ask myself if this is truly how | wanted to spend my night. 

"Is that all you're doing?" He asks after another snort. "That was a hamster size." 


S OKay... [ve airea one some before we came in. 
"Hts okay.. I've already d bef 


He closes his eyes and inhales some air, parting his lips to relax. | feel tensed, and find myself staring at his 
open mouth.. Just when | was about to make a move, he looks at me. 


"So, are we going to fuck later tonight?" 


The straight forward question makes my blood rush to my head. 


"You... You're gay?" 


"Gay, semi-gay, interested in anything sexy in any shape or form, whatever." 
"Sexy?" 

"What, you don't believe it?" 

‘It's just." 


He moves over and glues his chest to mine. | suddenly find it hard to breathe, less because of the pressure 


but more because of his face suddenly so close to mine. 


"You want me? You actually want me?" 


"I've always wanted you." 


He barely finishes the sentence and rushes to move his lips against mine, in a soft, warm kiss, that is also my 


first, ever. | try and respond the best | can His lips really are as delicious as they look.. 
"Wait." 
He pulls away and rolls his eyes, again that annoyed look he gave me earlier. 


"Don't say you always wanted me because that is not true. I've been waiting for you for so long but now that 


you're suddenly interested in me.. You're not what | expected." 


| receive a confused look. 


"What are you even talking about? Look, do you want to fuck me or not?" 

Yes... Yes, | wanted to... But.. 

"Fine." He says, shortly, and punches the wall behind me, leaving me alone in the small hallway. 

All the noise, smoke and dizzying lights make my head hurt and all the images are whirling together stunningly. 

A sudden ache in my chest, and | need to get out of here. | run through the hallways, all along the dance floor, 
bumping into everybody and not giving a shit, all in search for the exit door. | hate Duff for bringing me here, 

| hate Slash for not being what | wanted him to be. 

Outside, the cold night seems deadly peaceful in comparison to Slash's mad world. After slowly walking along the 
street, | stop and realize a few tears were forming in the corner of my eyes. Angry, | kick them away and sit 

down on the cold concrete. 


There are no stars tonight. Only shining street lights and the occasional motorcycle passing by. 


In the damp silence, | hear a faint, small sound, getting clearer and clearer. Footsteps. A woman in heels. 


| stare at the silhouette forming at the end of the street. As it gets closer, | realize she's not in high heels, 
but boots, and it's not even a she: it's a skinny redhead boy, dressed in pink leather pants and a large white t- 
shirt. 

He passes by me, practically ignoring me, then stops. 

| raise my head to see why he did that, but he just stays there, facing away from me. Finally, after a long 
pause, he turns around and | can see that he's wearing make-up. Not necessary at all for his porcelain skin, 
but quite charming to be honest. 

"Wait a minute", he says in an unexpectedly low voice, "aren't you my two o'clock?" 

‘lm sorry?" | say, traces of my crying still in my shaky voice. 

"Oh. Nothing, | just thought... Oh, | get it now." 

"You get.. what?" 

"| get who is." 

"What?" 

"My two o'clock" 

"Who?" 

"Slash." He spits the name out. 

"Slash?" 

"Sorry, are you deaf or something?" 

"No... Sorry.. 

Aw." 

"Excuse me?" 


"Are you lost, puppy?" 


He comes closer and | exaggerate my expression in hope he'll see through the dark night that | am clearly 


offended... 
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But at last, it's pointless to lie or try and hide it. | really am lost, on many levels. 

The feminine boy sits down next to me, his bright red hair, long and straight and a little wet from the few 
raindrops of earlier, swaying a little and bouncing as he brings his knees to his chest and tilts his head to take 
a look at me. 

| brush the hair from my eyes, feeling that he wants to see my face better, and scramble my mind to find 
something to say. Not that | necessarily want to talk to him, but you're expected to do that when someone 
sits down..close..next to you and starts staring into your eyes. 


"And what were you supposed to do tonight?" He asks, slowly massaging his legs to keep him warm. 


| look a little in the distance and after a few loud cars pass by at a dangerous speed, | decide to pour my 


heart to this friendly stranger. 
"Sex." 


"M-hm" He nods, trying to light a cigarette with an old lighter. Almost automatically, | bring my lighter in 
front of him and help him light it. "So, why aren't you doing that? Sounds like fun to me." 


"He doesn't like me." 

"You're gay?" He then asks, just as casually as if you'd be asking about the weather. 

"| think all dudes want to fuck other dudes sometimes. It's like a breath of fresh air. You just need to get 
them drunk enough to consider homosexuality and there you have it" 

He smokes some more in silence. 

Strangely, | find his company very relaxing. At first | wanted to be alone, planning on a few suicide attempts, 
but now l'm enjoying the presence of a highly-probable-to-be-a-whore stranger. 


"Sorry. Didn't catch your name." 


"Oh!" He says, hitting his forehead with one of his palms. "I always do that! Its Axl, but | haven't told you 
that." 


"Don't you want to know mine's?" 


"Names are not very important to me. But go ahead. Oh! Can | guess?" 


"Ricardo." 
"What?" | laugh, and as my face stretches | can feel traces of dried tears. "No... Its Izzy." 


"Suits you." 

And after slowly saying that, he crushes the cigarette on the ground and sneaks one hand underneath my 
arm, hugging me, letting his head fall on my shoulder. He smells like shampoo and cigarettes, also a slight hint 
of women's perfume. 

Instantly, my body freezes. | do not cooperate very well in situations when people that | hardly know act 
friendlier than they should be, and this is definitely the weirdest position I've ever been in 


"Weren't you going somewhere?.." | shyly ask, hoping he'll remember and leave me be. 


"Hm. No, I'm canceling that. | couldn't stand seeing his face. Aren't you going back to your lover? Or you had a 


fight?" 


"Uhh, it was supposed to be mindless sex. He doesn't know me very well. The problem is, | know him. | spent a 


hilariously huge amount of time thinking about him." 
"You think too much. That's the thing about mindless sex, it's.. without thinking.” 


| am weirdly annoyed by what he said Doesn't anyone love properly anymore? | try and shift a little bit, but 
he just keeps on hugging my arm. He is definitely shorter than me and whenever he looks up to talk, | get the 
sudden instinct of hiding my eyes, looking in another direction. | don't know why his light green eyes scare me 
so much, maybe because | see in them more honesty than | ever saw in anyone. | feel as if he could read me, 


as if he is the only genuine person in the world. 

On the other hand, the thought that he is supposed to meet Slash can't give me peace. It's bugging me to know 
what kind of relationship they have. It hurts to know that the person | loved for a long time doesn't consider 
me special at all, but just another Plan B. And as much as | wanted to rip his clothes off in that little hallway, 
my conscience won't let me. Maybe | really do think too much, in a world where everybody takes all they can 
get in a second, afraid that tomorrow their sped up world could stop for good. 

"Do you love him?" 

"| can't explain why." | sadly reply. 

"We just can't choose who we fall in love with." He sighs. 


"You... You said something earlier about someone named Slash? | think he goes to the same school as me." 


"Oh, he's still in school? That fuckhead." 


| enjoy his insult and let it sink in. Yes. Fuckhead. 


"How do you know him?" 

He turns his head to look at me directly. | don't try and hide anymore, impatiently waiting for an answer. 
"There's no need to beat around the bush. Slash is an old customer of mine. So old, he lately keeps "forgetting" 
that our so called relationship isn't anything but sex for money, and so feels that my payment isn't necessary 
anymore. He's something special, that boy." 

| nod and ask him more. 

"Slash is not how he looks like. | think after all this time | am one of the few people who really get him. He's 
had a strange life, you know." 


"He still has." 


"Hah. Tell me about it. If he isn’t going to over dose in less than five years from now, | don't know anymore. 


But there just is a certain something about him..." 

Axl uncovers one of his shoulders and | can see a bite mark that was now turning into a bruise. 

"This is how he acts like. Slash thinks that if you don't fuck life straight in the ass, life is going to fuck you. | 
tried to tell him that it's okay to just stop sometimes. He's afraid to stop..” 

"He's so fucking hot, though." 

"Part of his charm’, Axl laughs. "Have you seen him naked?" 

"Uhm... | once saw him topless... From... a distance." 

"Oh, you just need to see him up close. Chocolate abs. And a big cock. Also, just the way he knows what you 
want and how to give it you. A bit of a teaser, but once he starts fucking you, you won't be able to walk for 


a week." 


| swallow. Just when | thought | hated him and wanted to burn down his house, now I'm thinking with my dick 


again, and here comes the all so perfect image of my Slash. 
"No!" He whispers shocked. "You... It's him, isn't it? Fuck.. | didn't know." 
"No, it's fine. What's the matter?" 


"l'm just sad to know that. It's horrible, to fall in love with Slash." 


On that, | could not agree more. 


"What are your prices?" 


He laughs loudly. 
"You want to buy me, puppy? Or are you thinking about joining the industry?" 


| shrug. 
"Well, depends." He gets serious. "What do you want?" 


"How about a kiss?" 


He looks at me astonished. 
"| don't do kisses." 


Oh, great. Rejected even by a slut. 
"Ahh..." he sighs, “fuck it." 


One of his hands lands on my jaw right below my ear and he pulls me into small kiss. The bare touch of our 
lips just isn't enough, and | pull him in for a second one. This time, both his hands get lost in my hair and | can 
feel his warm tongue asking for permission | let it in and let Axl be the boss, let me guide me through the 
new experience. | haven't felt it before, but now the effect of the kiss combined with that of Slash's drugs mix 
together in a head-spinning feeling. 


He was right. | do want more, more of everything. But, when my hands move down to his lower back, he 


breaks the kiss and suddenly gets up on his feet. | stare at him, feeling guilty. 
"| need to go now." He says, blinking fast 

"You're going to Slash?" 

"Maybe" 


Everything is too much to get my mind around right now. | close my eyes and hope that tomorrow lll 
understand what is happening with me. 


After a few steps, he returns and takes my head in his palms. 


"Just be, Izzy. Just be." 
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"Dad?" 


In the dark kitchen, a candle burns slowly to make just enough light for me to see him, alone and pathetic, 


resting his head on the dirty table. 
"Dad, are you feeling okay?" 


The moment he gets his head up | can see he's drunk. Forgotten on the stove is a plate of mom's favorite 


dish. 


"Eat that.. It's getting cold" He can barely say, trying to keep his eyes open. He's still keeping a cigarette in his 
hand that is completely burned out. 


"You made that for mom?" He doesn't answer. "I miss her... just as much as you do. But, admit it dad, she's not 


coming home anymore." 

"| don't know where | went wrong. l'm.. a total wreck. Never was good for... anything... anyone...” 
"Yeah. Like father, like son" 

He stares at me for a long while. 

"Are you going to say | look like her, again?" 

"Is that... lipstick on your lips, son?" 


| suddenly remember kissing Axl and his bright red lipstick | wipe my lips with the back of my palm and see 


traces of it. Traces of him. 


My phone rings just as my dad was about to say something, confused, and | quickly answer it to avoid an 


embarrassing talk. 

"Izzy! Izz! You hear me, mate?" 

"I can you hear you fine, Duff. You're the one who's got problems in..." 
"Listen! Izzy! You there? Listen, man! | need around fifty bucks!" 


"Fifty..? What are you going to.." 


"ll tell you when you're here! Where are you? Is Slash there?" 

"No, Duff, lm at home, what...” 

"Come! Here! Now!" 

Duff's command doesn't impress me much and | go to my room to sit around for a while. Short scenes of 
today's madness won't leave me be. My phone rings again and | hang up. Embarrassed of the way | tried to 
look for Slash, | change my clothes to baggy jeans and a large black t-shirt, get the money and storm out of 
the house to, once again, help my buddy. 


As | get close to the pub, | can see there is no bodyguard anymore and | find that strange, considering the 


hour. 

| open the door slowly and the place is basically completely different. A slow jazz song is playing, very softly; 
the lights are out except a few that spread a blue-ish light around the bar. The place is destroyed, chairs are 
upside down and | can see no one around. 

Is Duff playing a prank on me? Where is everybody? 

| walk towards the small hallway but, out of the ccorner of my eye, | spot movement. 

| turn around to see Slash on a chair at the bar, with Axl on top of him, slowly making out. | back up a few 
steps, and my mind tells me to get the fuck out of there, but something makes my feet move heavily and | 


can't take my eyes off of them. 


Axl straddles him tightly, Slash stroking his thighs through the pink leather pants. Their lips move in a flawless 
rhythm, it looks as if they know each other perfectly. 


The dark haired boy moves his hands to Axl's round ass, who puts his hands on top of them and laughs softly. 
"Getting impatient?" 

"Damn, Axl." 

"Mmm?" 

"Shut up and shove you tongue down here.." 

| don't know how long I've been staring but the show absolutely captivated me. 


| finally decide it's time to let them do their thing, and as | turn around to leave, | accidentally knock over an 
empty bottle of beer that falls on the floor with a loud noise in the silent pub. 


They turn to look at me. Slash starts laughing very loudly, Axl just smiles and gets off of him to walk slowly 


towards me. 

"What the fuck are you doing here?" Slash asks, still grinning from one ear to another. 

"You know where Duff is?" 

"Oh, so you didn't realize Duff's not here after the first two minutes? Pervert." 

"Shh, Slash." Axl says, "is that how you greet guests?" 

The song changes, another slow rock ballad, Axl comes close to me and hangs his arms around my neck, 
starting to dance slowly against my body. | wrap my arms around him but feel incredibly uncomfortable, seeing 
as Slash stares at me from the bar. 

"Where is everybody?" | ask Axl. 

"Oh, they're gone.." He answers in a drifty voice that tells me he's on drugs as well. 


"Where’...” 


"The police was here. Your friend wanted to buy.. was it ecstasy.. MDMA.. Slash?.." He asks, still clinging to me 
tightly. 


"LSD" Slash answers coldly, his eyes still glued on me. 
Shit!" | say and use this reaction to try and push Axl away. "What happened?" 


"He's fine. Smart boy." Axl says, walking back to Slash, who drags him back on top of him and looks again at me 


intensely. 

| can't say I'm not worried for Duff, but as Axl said, he's smart and I'm sure he got away just fine. Slash and 
Axl both look very fucked up, however. The redhead closes his eyes and moves slowly to the music, Slash 
kissing his neck in longing touches. 

"Come here." Axl whispers to me. | look at Slash, but he just stares back with lost eyes. 

My feet move by themselves. 

He grabs my hand and drags me down into a kiss. There are no more traces of lipstick, | guess his lips have 


been worn out quite a lot. | bend down to keep kissing him and | can feel Slash's hot breath on my right side. 
Axl lets go of me and smiles towards Slash, who starts laughing again. 


Slash's strong hand takes me by surprise. He grabs me by the back of my neck and pulls me down to stick his 
tongue down my throat. It's rough kiss is nothing like Axl's, but gets my blood going faster and faster. 


He gets up on his feet, leaving Axl alone on the chair to look at us. | feel his big, strong hands under my t- 
shirt, they make my skin flutter and suddenly | get those butterflies in my stomach, they go down and down... 
He pushes me against the bar, his fingers now almost digging into my skin and then takes my t-shirt off. 


My heart starts beating fast. Really fast. | really hope they are not just messing with me because now, if 
they don't go all the way.. 


Slash moves really quickly. His hands tug roughly at my jeans, almost breaking the zipper. He stops then, 


grinning to me with drunken eyes. 
Axl hugs him from behind and rests his chin on his shoulder. 


"He's my lost puppy, you know? | found him." 


